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in an enlightened manner, to the end that 
the government shall receive honest, artis- 
tic returns for money expended, and that 
our public places should thus cease to be- 
come the dumping grounds for aesthetic ' 
incompetency. 

As to the National Academy, no man 
may say what shall be done there. The 
narrow methods, the utter indifference to 
progress and the selfishness of its policy, 
are beyond the pale of dispassionate criti- 
cism. Of course, since the world began, 
power has brought conservatism. Con- 
servatism however that refuses the mild 
honor of full membership in its body to 
the most distinguished American painter of 
the last half of the nineteenth century, one 
who has been exalted by nearly every other 
governmental art body but his own, is so 
irremediable as to be hopeless. 

LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP 

A Friend would have us own a thousand 
Friends, Nor seek a single star's bright 
glow to dim ; But Love for selfish mastery 
contends And bids us have no other love 
but him. 




A VISIONS* J. D.W. 

^)\E had journeyed tar to 
I gaze upon the monument 
I raised by a grateful people 
1 to commemorate the noble 
I deeds of their hero. 
' Now, as he neared it in 
the dusk of evening, he paused to lift his 
eyes upward from the base of the hill on 
which it stood, to where its lofty column 
pierced the sky. 

As he paused he heard the sound of 
many voices raised in angry discord, 
wrangling shouts and jeers filled the air, and 
he saw a brawling crowd assaulting their 
god! 

It lay, a dreadful and monstrous creature 
in the similitude of a huge tortoise, upon 
a platform slightly raised above the earth 
at one side of the monument. 

At first the stranger thought it but the 
representation of their god, carved in stone. 

Scene IL A wicr d dunfcon — con- 
tinuation of sonjf heard outside^ 
Enter Servant in dazed condition — 
notices door, and with key attempts 
to open same. 



and marveled at the skill of the sculptor 
who had given it so much the look of life. 
But regarding it more intently he perceived 
that it was indeed the god himself, and he 
shrank with horror as he marked what 
none else observed, that its hideous head 
with its evil eyes glancing from one to 
another of the assaulting myriads that sur- 
rounded it, gendy oscillated to and fro. 

And a great fear took possession of the 
stranger, and he stopped one who passed 
him in haste to join the throng and said, 
" Why do ye insult your god .' Surely 
he will avenge it !" 

" We are at ease," rejoined the other. 
" He has lain as thou seest him for 
many generations." 

"And have ye then made him an 
occasion for mocking before this day V ' 

" Not so, for in former times the land 
was fruitful and the people happy; then we 
poured wine before him and garlanded his 
head with flowers. But now the fields are 
barren and we have nought to satisfy our- 
selves withal but curses." 

" But have ye marked the meaning of 
his eyes ? Surely he meditates revenge. 
See how he moves " 

But the other broke in, " I tell thee, 
thou fool, he has been ever thus. He 
is as impotent to move, as to help us in 
our need, therefore we spend our fiiry on 
him. Hinder me no longer. I have 
losses to avenge," and rushed away, leav- 
ing the stranger to watch as the people 
assaulted the god with an increasing fury. 

The stranger feared to stay, yet dared 
not go lest the cruel glances of those evil 
eyes should take note of him, and he re- 
mained in his place watching that fearful 
head as it gently moved backward and 
forward like a slowly moving pendulum — 
and the crowd that jeered and mocked. 

As he gazed, on a sudden the mon- 
strous form of the god reared itself in air, 
blotting out the sky with its huge shape, 
and for one dreadful moment hung sus- 
pended, while a deathlike silence usurped 
the tumult. 

Then with a terrible crash it fell upon 

Door opens, revealing Imp. — Ser- 
vant learns that he has the Key to 
Hell and power over the infernal 
regions. Song, *^Key to HcU." — 
Servant decides to go to Hell. — Imp 
shows him the road, revealing a 
long black passage, at the end of 
which there bums a bright red light. 
Exrt. 
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the multitude, and the air was full of 
shrieks and cries! Again it reared itself 
aloft; again it fell, amidst groans and wild 
appeals for mercy ! 

When the stranger had a little recovered 
from the terror that beset him he unveiled 
his eyes and gazed about him. 

Again the god lay stretched upon his 
resting place; the head no longer moved, 
the eyes were closed, repose had des- 
cended upon it, and where the throng 
had striven there was the silence of anni- 
hilation. 

Then the stranger perceived himself to 
be alone — -alone with the god — and he 
was overcome with an anguish of fear, and 
turned and fled into the darkness. 

THE OLD LOVE. 

CHARLES GOODRICH WHITING.. 

Search not my face with those sWeet eyes 

Which once were more than dear to me. 
Lest their deep gaze should there surprise 

Something I would not they should see. 
Though time may quiet youth's quick blood 

And silence all its memories, 
'Tis but a touch, and lo ! the flood 

Fills all the fevered arteries. 
And in its surges leaps the love 

That Time had slowly, sternly slain. 
And pain that is all joy above 

Returns to every pulse again. 
So search no more my face, dear eyes. 

Since this I would not have ye see, — 
Thank God ! in your clear depths arise 

No thoughts like these to hide from me. 

THREE VIEWS .^ K. M. SHERMAN. 

He sat all the morning and gazed at a 
maiden who stood far ahead and whose 
face gave promise of love and honor. 

Afternoon came and she was gone, but 
behind and ever receding he saw a maid, 
grand beyond expression. 

At evening a woman stood beside him 
and said, " Dream no more of my shadows, 
for morning, noon and night I am thine." 

And he recognized that Future and Past 
are but the reflections of the Present. 

Scene in. The Melon Garden »t 
the Farm.— Moonlight.— Dance of 
the Melon Elves.— Elves hide behind 
melons. 



